A CURSE FOR A NATION

When good men are praying erect
That Christ may avenge his elect

And deliver the earth,
The prayer in your ears, said low.
Shall sound like the tramp of a foe

That ;s driving you forth.

This is the curse.   Write.

When wise men give you their praise,
They shall pause in the heat of the phrase,

As if carried too far,

When ye boast your own charters kept true
Ye shall blush; for the thing which ye do

Derides what ye are.

This is the curse.   Write.

When fools cast taunts at your gate,
Your scorn ye shall somewhat abate

As ye look o'er the wall;
For your conscience, tradition, and name
Explode with a deadlier blame

Than the worst of them all.
This is the curse.   Write.